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as we do not try to comfort ourselves for it by a
careful parade of our other virtues, we are in the
pilgrim's road. It is a childish fault, after all. I
watched to-day a party of children at play. One
detestable little boy, the clumsiest and most in-
capable of the party, spent the whole time in
climbing up a step and jumping from it, while he
entreated all the others to see how far he could
project himself. There was not a child there
who could not have jumped twice as far, but they
were angelically patient and sympathetic with the
odious little wretch. It seemed to me a sad, small
parable of what we so many of us are engaged all
our lives long in doing. The child had no eyes
for and no thoughts of the rest ; he simply re-
iterated his ridiculous performance, and claimed
admiration. There came into my mine! that ex-
quisite and beautiful ode, the work too, strange to
say, of a transcendent egotist, Coventry Patmorc,
and the prayer he made:

"Ah, when at last we lie with tranced breath,
Not vexing Thee in death.
And Thou rememberest of what toys
We made our joys,
How weakly understood
Thy great commanded good,